FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

Let me begin.

Although left an orphan and almost penniless
at a tender age, I was nevertheless bred up m
luxury and with a tenderness that no maternal love
could have surpassed. My aunt, Lady Ailesford,
having lost her only daughter, adopted me in her
stead, and the fondness and care which she
lavished upon me led her in time to love me as if
I had been her daughter indeed. Her husband had
a nephew who was to inherit the property and the
title; I was destined to be his bride. He was
amiable, we were bred up in the notion that we
were, one day, to be united. The idea was agree-
able to us both; we loved each other without
uneasiness. Then his uncle died. This change in
his fortune effected no alteration in his heart; but
he was sent abroad to travel. At Venice he merely
diverted himself, but at Florence my image was
effaced by more seductive charms. He passed
some time at Naples, and, the following year, he
died at Paris. I will not tell you all that I then
suffered, all that for several months previously I
had suffered. You, yourself, remarked at Mont-
pellier the traces that sorrow had left on my
temper and the hurt it had done to my health.
My aunt was equally unhappy. Fifteen years of
hope, fifteen years of care bestowed on a favourite
project; all was useless, all was at an end. As for
me I had lost all diat a woman has to lose.

But at twenty years of age it is not possible to
abandon all hope of consolation, and I returned
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